The Subiects Thankfulneſle : 
. O R;, 
God - a-· mercie good Scot, 


To the tune of, Blew Cap for met. 


Ong time hath (wat England injoy' d het peace, 
under the god government of prudent Kings, 
Siace Royall Elizabeth that Quen did ceaſe, 
thoſc jarres in this nation her fame ever rings, 
And in the next after that doe hor ſucceed, 
as James of the Scots, a god Ring indeed, 
Dur gracious King Charles he alſo begot, 
whom God ill pꝛeſer ve here g bleſſe that god Scot, 


F alſe Dice and ſalſe Cards to beũdes a great free, 
they yearely receiv'd by inhanching of wine 
The tive now is turning, let's dzinke tothet pot 
and merrily ſing God-amercy good Scot, 


Co play at bopc&pe now our papiſts doc ftrive 
ſince they were commanded away to begonnez 
Who late with the de vill a bargainc did dꝛide 
but now to themſelves he hath left them alone 
The peace of this kingdome thep ſonght foz to marr 
to change our ſought plentic fo famine and warr : 
But now it is thought tha le pay the whole ſhott 
when the reckning is dzawne, God - a mercy 8c, 


| 
Tho cauſeth Pꝛoſedozs to hang down the head, 8 
they now from their pꝛoicats be gin to ſhink back, 
P:omofers, info2mers, with grief are h alt dead 8 
be cauſe they t aſtaid their old trading to lack; 

I think they't beyond ſea to frolick and play, 8 
aitcr Giles mam Parſon who led them theway, 

If Empſon and Dud'cy have left them by lot 8 
a twiſt th:ead is ſpun, God-a-mercy good Scot. 8 


Where are theſe pzond Papeſts that ſtradle ſo wide 
let them to Rome like Pilgrims range 
Foꝛ ſuch as doth thinke the whole mone to beſtride 
cannot pꝛoced long ere they met with a change; 
They have tread on our Robles to trawple the down 
to ſet up their miters «bove the Kings Crowne, 
That e te ha was Clarke the P2icft hath ſozgot, 
but pꝛide wil come down,God-a-mercy gqod Scot, 


How hie were they flown on the wings of ho 
whilft they by their p2oiecs increate t — 
Their Pattens foz pins, fo Tobacco and ſope, 
kc; glaſſes, ſoʒ leathec 3 pipes and foz tags; 
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B Ut is there no hope now at ſuch a dead lift, (lenger 
what mult they he packing that fain would ſtay 
To bacak up the Parliament is there no ſhitt ? 

and fill this our Nation with erro2 moze ſtronger, 
Noz dare they repoſe any faith in their Creed, 

ſince there Avi-mary doth faile them at nerd, 
Che Youſle is acquainted with every fine plot, 


their mind is blown np, God-a-mercy god Scot. 


With Scriptures divine they do play at faſt and looſe, Te Pilcr ſhall never liberali give to the pooze, 
to faſt ys foztnight they'l make you belccve, 0 and one man all trading no moze ſhall ingroſſe, 
And turne holy wit to fat Capon and Cole, ©) The City ſhall cozen the Country no moze, 
pet make the rnlearned faſt every Saint Eve, 2 to build up their loꝛtunes on other mens loſle, 
* 


Dave you no moze Fol by whole cart loads to burne, 
ſent o'2e from beyond ſea unbound up in haffe, 
Jon ſ& that our Nation's net like (02 to turne, 
pour Engliſh Compoſers have ltudied in waſte, 
The Vang-man with burning the laſt was ſo heat, 
it's doubtfull that he a great ſurfeit did get, 
#0z ſince he is dead, yet the ſonne he begot, 
can wozk on his trade well, and tye the right knof. 


eir guts is their god, Religion they mock, 4 Dpp2eſſion ſhall down while Julice doth inule, 
8 — their fleſh they would familh the flock, © Riot and Poperp Wall baniſh this Ke, 
To pꝛeach and to pzay they have almoſt fo2got, P xcligion ſhall flopriſh without any pot, 
which now they'l be taught, God. a-mercy good Scct. if this come to palle, God-a-mercy good Scot. 
Although this faire land abound with ſach crimes, FINIS. 
it all by the Parliament yet ſhall be purg'd, 
Ss that all god ſubjecs ſhall ſe bettet times, 
althongh that P2ojecto2s doe feare to be ſcourg d; 
Then let us not faint lila men without hope, 
A halter foz Trayto2s, a fig foz the Pops. 
Let Spaine and the Strumpet of Babylon plot, 
yet we thall be ſafe, God-a-mery good Scot. 
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